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 The next adventure or excitement I had was learning to milk a wild cow and I 
must say I was very afraid of her; she was so large and had extremely long horns.  I had 
seen Tom tie her to the fence and milk her and it seemed easy enough, but she sensed I 
was afraid of her so watched me all the time while I milked her. The mosquitos were 
terrible so I had to build and light a smudge for she would not stand still long enough to 
be milked otherwise. I would not go near her head so milked her where she stood on 
picket, with one eye on her and the other on the pail. I considered myself lucky if I got 
away with all the milk, for more often she sent pail, stool, and me spinning.  Finally, I 
mastered her and could lead her around, but she was always nervous and bolted at the 
least sound.  We got even with her one hot afternoon in August.  My brother told us to 
change her picket at noon and put her on the edge of a small slough surrounded by 
willows. My sister and I were going into the bush to pick berries, and just as we passed 
the cow, she gave a bellow, tossed her head and came racing toward us. Elizabeth being 
curious to see what had happened, started to investigate I tried to stop her but she went to 
where the cow had been. At first she could see nothing from the trail to cause such a 
disturbance. A minute later I heard her scream and she came running as if bears were 
after her.  The cow had stirred up a wasp’s nest. which resulted in both the cow and my 
sister being stung, my sister in the eye. There were no berries for supper that night and 
my sister nursed a badly swollen eye for a week. We left the cow for the men to look 
after being in too big a hurry to get away from there ourselves. 
 I had quite a time learning to make bread.  Up to that time we made soda biscuits, 
those before mentioned, so my father insisted on my learning to bake good bread. My 
brother had some Royal yeast and by following the instructions on the box, I made lovely 
light bread, so that was another accomplishment I had learned in the west. I have always 
used royal yeast cakes since then for they kept well and we could lay in a stock of them. 
 About this time, the middle of June, by brother decided to buy another team of 
horse. They left one morning for the Brewster Ranch and would not be home that night as 
it was some distance away. This was to be our first night alone with howling coyotes for 
company outside and yapping dog inside. She barked at all the noises she heard. About 
two o’clock in the morning, we were awakened by the barking of the dog and a flashing 
of a lantern in the window.  I had taken the precaution to barricade the door as often 
Indians traveled through to Lacombe from Buffalo Lake. I called who’s there and a voice 
asked for my father. I recognized the voice as belonging to our scotch friend, Mr. Walker.  
He left word for my father and brother that the Norwegian settler had just died that night; 
they were to go over as soon as they got back. He then went on down the valley to stay 
with the Jameson boys at their shack until morning. That ended our sleep and we lay in 
bed wondering if anyone else would be wandering about. We listened to the voices of the 
night. How thankful. We were when daylight came and later my father and brother 
returned home.  We gave them the message and they went across right away, promising 
they would return that night. Next day the Norwegian was buried in the cemetery in 
Lacombe, some of the men 
